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| CONFENTS 


¢ Cat’s Q Cat Boccaccio poses her 14 questions to SL 
photographer/blogger extraordinaire, Dantelicia Ethaniel 


¢ The Future of Our Virtual Selves Sedona Mills 
looks into the future of our SL lives with surprising results 
ela Nuit des Habitants Baring one’s heart is not easy 
to do, but Elysienne addresses past grievances passionately 
* The Uncontacted Jami Mills looks where few have 
ever before ventured - a short story from the jungles of Brazil 
*No One Smells in SL Gudrun Gausman addresses 
the topic of alcohol and how it affects our second lives 


¢ 1 Can Not Lift This House A beautifully conceived 
poem by first-time contributor, Adrian Blair 


* The Game is Afoot! Our own Crap Mariner gives us 
another of his incomparable microfiction offerings, this time 
musing about the invention of the telephone and other things 


About the Cover: 


Cat Boccaccio captures a haunting image 
of Dantelicia Ethaniel, SL photographer 
and blogger, mixing her interpretation 
of Dantelicia’s superb work with her own 
artistic grace. 


Come explore our newly designed sim with live 
music shows on Tues, Fri, Sat, and Sun! And where 


you love to play can be where you livel! 
Check out our rentals of ALL styles 


This month, artist Dantelicia Ethaniel 
dares to answer Cat's 14 leading questions. 


SI. Date of Birth: November |th, 2008 
SL. activity: Photographer-blogger 
RL location: Rio de Janeiro, Brazil though born 
and raised in Paris, France 

“Fam not very good with words, they always seem 
‘inappropriate. Images, the mood, the story behind 
them. ts what fascinates me, alway 


1What in SL has brought you the most 
happiness? 

Time spent with my closest friends, some editorial 
and photography collective projects. 


2, What has given you the most sadness? 
A friend's passing and a heartbreak 


3. How would you describe your home in SL? 
Ws ever changing according 10 my mood and 
inspiration. It varies between fantasy builds from 
Cerridwen's Cauldron, (elemental water) with no 
furniture whatsoever, to ultra minimalistic and 
organic houses like Botha's with lots of green 
around, or even old stone gothic castles for my 
French old soul with 19th century decoration. But 
either way I always have the feet in water, it 
surrounds me all the time no matter the build 1 
choose, I also always have paintings, 
photographies and sculptures bought along the 
years. 


4. Who in SI. do you admire most? 
Content creators and artists in general, To name 
a few I'd say Juliette Heberle from Chouchou, 
Bryn Oh, Tallulah Winterwolf, 


$8. What character trait do you have in SL that 
is furthest from your RL personality? 

T don't think there's any stretch between both, 
except for the fact that I'm fair skinned redhead 
in SL and quite the exotic bird in RL. 


6. Which character trait did you leave behind in 
RL? 
My pragmatism, 


7. What is your weakness when it comes to 
spending your Linden dollars? 

Oh Lord, artworks, when I like a piece it’s hard 
not to purchase it, and those are pricey, Skins 
because they're the basis of my photography 
work; I'm always looking for the most expressive 
ones and the ones that can handle the most 
‘extreme windlight. 


8. What is your favorite place in Second Life, 
and why? 

Memento Mori from the Chouchou Sims, that 
beautiful crystal ice-like cathedral just gives me 
instant peace. Kannonji retreat place too, for 
meditation and my home. 


9, What scares you the most in (or about) Second 
Life? 
‘That we take it for granted 


10, What is your secret pleasure in SL? 
Too dark to tell 


11. What would it take to drive you out of Second 
Life? 

The end of privacy protection and further 
limitation on freedom and content creations. 


12. What one word would you use to describe the 
art community in SL? 
Incestuous 


13. What are you most proud of in SL? 
The mix of cultures and nationalities you can 
witness that no where else but there; the incredible 
amount of creativity and talent as well 


14. Ifyou built a sim from seratch with unlimited 
resources, what would it be called? 
Babel 


Dantelicia Ethaniel on Flickr. 

dnp: www flickr.com photos 49223218 @N02. 
Damelicia’s blog: 

/uip: danteliciae wordpress.com: 


be of significant length, though 

others consider me still a youngster, 
T’ve seen technology increase so much, 
I often wonder what the future holds. 
Before I begin my rant, let me start 
with a little real life history. When I 
was a small child, I was introduced to 
computers through learning games. 
While I cannot remember specifically 
what those games were, some of my 
oldest memories are of me being in 
wonderment of the sights and sounds 
laid out before me. I remember the joy 
I used to get playing what seemed like 
games to me, but what were actually 
tools teaching me about colors, shapes 
and numbers. 


(i my real life, which I consider to 


As I continued to grow, computers 
were always in my life. My first com- 
puter was a Commodore 64. | had that 
computer for about eight years, and 
over that time I learned I had the talent 
to be able to make it do what I wanted 
it to do. I learned programming (well, 
the BASIC language that came with it), 
and with that found my other loves of 
math and science, and especially phys- 
ics. As my life moved on, so did my C- 
64, which I replaced with my first DOS 
computer, a Tandy T-1000. A hand-me- 
down of my father’s, it had a modem 
built into it and a giant 20MB hard 
drive! While that computer was 
simplistic even then, it was a significant 
step up in my life. I learned a whole 
new world called online bulletin boards 


and then, soon after, the World Wide 
Web. I became connected to a whole 
new community; mostly perverts. 


Over the years I've seen many up- 
grades, just to the personal computer 
market. In business and industry, and 
in the military, computers have trans- 
formed how we work, how we live, how 
we entertain ourselves and how we 
protect ourselves. Miniature machines 
now capable of many things have given 
rise to many wonders, including virtual 
three-dimensional worlds like we've 
never imagined before. Now virtual 
worlds are everywhere, from The Sims, 
to World of Warcraft and, yes, Second 
Life, one of the most open-ended virtu- 
al environments in the world. And with 
it being free, everybody has the prom- 
ise to start over as a better looking, 
cooler version of themselves. 


So in the short term, what may be next 
for Linden Labs, and Second Life in 
particular? One of the possibilities is 
that Second Life could become the next 
social media outlet. With the creation 
of Twitter, Facebook, LinkedIn and 
more, who's to say that Second Life 
couldn't be an extension of that phe- 
nomenon? Already today, avatars have 
Twitter accounts and Facebook pages. 
Social media no longer applies only to 
the real world. Eventually, Linden Labs 
will discover new ways to earn revenue 
from Second Life. One day our 
browsers could be 3-D representations 


of websites. Our avatars, 3-D repres- 
entations of ourselves, real or ima- 
gined, surfing the metaverse not only 
for virtual goods, but for real items, as 
we do today using simple two dimen- 
sional websites. Second Life could be 
one of the greatest targeted-marketing 
opportunities in the history of advert- 
ising. But that’s just the start. 


How long will we be happy being tied 
to our laptops or desktops? Technology 
advances at an incredible pace. Moore’s 
Law states that every two years the 


who needs a monitor or screen? Our 
eyeballs themselves can become the 
monitor. 


Head's up displays are used today by 
the military and are becoming more 
and more common in the private sec- 
tor. Pilots and soldiers use them to gain 
insight on strategic, tactical and battle- 
field conditions in a real time manner. 
Companies are now looking at ways to 
make those clunky visors move to 
something the general public will love. 
As our technology continues to shrink 


Every two years the number of transitors 
on integrated circuits will double 


number of transistors on integrated 
circuits will double. This has held true 
since the 1960s when Moore described 
the trend. While current futurists be- 
lieve the Law will stop around 2019, 
when we are creating circuits at the 
molecular level, and not go any farther, 
others believe that new technologies 
being worked on today will continue 
our advance in information processing 
for many years to come. But think 
about what that also means. We are 
very close now to building computer 
systems where size doesn’t matter - - 
where circuits capable of huge compu- 
tations are common, and nanotechno- 
logy is the new engineering of the 
world. What does that mean to us, the 
Second Life avatar? Well for one thing, 


in size to the point where size doesn't 
matter, a time will come where devices 
will beam the image directly onto the 
back of your retina using a simple set of 
sunglasses and a Bluetooth connection. 
Don't believe me? Google is looking to 
launch their Video Glasses this year and 
Vuzix has a set of glasses that can show 
theater-quality video using sunglasses 
that look fairly normal to the casual 
person. Oculus VR is also providing 
new technology that game developers 
are looking to include in their new 
games, providing a total immersive ex- 
perience for gamers. 


Another technology that will allow us 
to be more mobile is provided by ad- 
vances in wireless telecommunications. 


Today I can use a laptop anywhere in 
my home to play Second Life. The 
wireless network I have provides me 
with plenty of bandwidth. But what 
happens when I move out of range? I'm 
still a prisoner in my own home when 
it comes to being “virtual.” But soon 
that will change. Today the 4G net- 
works are providing more bandwidth 
and content to devices specifically 
made to leverage the technology. Not 
only are smart phones tied to 4G, but 
so are tablet computers such as the 
Apple iPad and other media pad 
devices like the Amazon Kindle. While 
playing SL on a global commercial 
wireless network is on the technology 
fringe, I see in the next five years this 


that augmented vision plastering ad- 
vertising on just about everything you 
look at. See that hot girl walking to- 
wards you, up flashes where she dances 
at the local strip club and at what 
times. Pass the hot dog stand and you 
see a giant wiener holding a menu up, 
even if you're not hungry. Yes, every- 
where we look we could see signs 
plastered on every surface possible. 
Our virtual augmentation could be- 
come nothing more than another 
means to get the masses to spend what 
little free cash they have. 


So to continue on our little journey to 
the future, what else could provide us a 
richer virtual experience? Some of the 


Is it not within the realm of possibility to build 
a direct electronic interface inside our minds? 


technology becoming a standard 
worldwide. Let’s just hope our wireless 
bills don’t grow exponentially too! 


Combining these technologies, we may 
have completely augmented vision, in- 
corporating real time global wireless 
communications, and images sent dir- 
ectly to our eyes. While I can see many 
advantages to this, in many ways I also 
see a major disadvantage - - commer- 
cialism, Since we will be at the mercy 
of large corporations feeding informa- 
tion to us, it wouldn't take long to have 


newer technologies coming out today 
involve how we think; specifically, how 
our brains control our bodies. Over the 
last few decades, extensive study has 
gone into how our brains function. Not 
only do we have a better understanding 
of how synapses work inside the brain, 
but also what regions of the brain per- 
form what tasks. Today, new prosthetic 
devices are being invented that are con- 
trolled directly by our brain waves. 
While it takes a bit of learning for the 
individual to “think” how they want 
their limb to move, the fact that we can 


control devices using a technique 
where an indirect connection to the 
nervous system is employed is fascinat- 
ing. How could this technique be used 
in a newer version of virtual techno- 
logy? The implications are pretty excit- 
ing! 


Consider a device that is totally mobile, 
small enough to wear on your head, 
like eyeglasses, and at the same time al- 
lows you to control the device with 
your mind via non-intrusive methods. 
No more mice, no more keyboards, no 
monitors, no large computers or bulky 
laptops, no wires - - just you relaxing in 
that La-Z-Boy recliner, moving around 
ina virtual world that only you can see, 
that you can control with your 
thoughts, in a high definition, almost- 
real environment. | believe this is the 
next step in modern computing. Once 
we have achieved that technical capab- 
ility, not only will Second Lite, or 
whatever virtual world you roam, be- 
come much closer to reality, but com- 
puting in general and connecting to 
others in a non-virtual environment 
will be open to us, 


Conventional web pages would no 
longer be necessary. The internet 
would become a true 3-D environment, 
not only for games and simulations, 
but for conceivably anything we do. 
This includes our daily chores, such as 
shopping for food or working on a new 
project at work. Instead of just typing 


up words on a document or putting 
three dimensional drawings in a 
PowerPoint presentation, we will be 
able to use simple tools, like simple 
prims, to create a virtual environment 
to express our ideas. Web sites will be- 
come “web sims.’ Our ayatars will be- 
come extensions of ourselves in real 
life, providing us expressions of 
whatever fantasy we wish to portray. 
But does it have to stop here? 


I don't believe so. Many futurists be- 
lieve not only will our technology be- 
come smaller and more compact, but 
with the benefit of smaller size will 
come massive computing power on a 
scale that dwarfs today’s top micropro- 
cessors, There will be a time, probably 
in many of our lifetimes, where com- 
puters will have the same ability to 
“think” as humans, and all past and 
current human knowledge will be 
available electronically in real time. At 
this point a technological singularity 
could occur, It cannot be predicted ex- 
actly what will happen in this eventual- 
ity. Movies, like Terminator, portray a 
world taken over by electronic minds. 
Personally, 1 don’t believe this will be 
the case. Even when computers are in- 
telligent enough to write their own 
software, the basic premise of why an 
electronic intelligence exists will still 
need to be programmed by humans. 
We still have control over the basic 
nature of an electronic intelligence. I 
see more of a HAL-type computer as 


envisioned in 2001 A Space Odyssey be- 
ing the future, and not an electronic 
Armageddon. 


With the technology of miniaturization 
driving computing forward, it is also 
driving forward advances in nanotech- 
nology. You may be wondering how 
nanotechnology 


can assist in our 
virtual play- 
ground. Beyond 
the obvious 


ideas of incred- 
ible life-like 
video, let’s take a 


stab at some 
really whacked 
out ideas. One 


of the most in- 
teresting applic- 
ations of 
nanotechnology 
is in the medical 
field. Today we 
treat most of our serious medical ail- 
ments using technology around since 
the dawn of human civilization. We use 
knives to cut open the body to get at 
whatever needs fixing. What if we 
could engineer nanobots with the pur- 
pose of correcting whatever medical 
ailment we may happen to suffer from? 
From a broken bone to cancer, tiny 
machines could be injected into us to 
specifically move to the problem area 
and deal with the situation they were 
programmed to correct. While it 


sounds creepy today, so did the idea of 
putting cameras into one’s body. 


Coupling nanobots with a computing 
power unimaginable by today’s stand- 
ards, is it not within the realm of pos- 
sibility to build a direct electronic 
interface inside our minds? To merge 
our thoughts, 
our — feelings, 
our very being 
with an elec- 


tronic world? 
Crazy, you say? 
his is not as 
far off as you 
may think. 
Our children 


or — grandchil- 
dren may well 
obtain “inter- 
net connectiv- 
ity implants” in 
their minds at 
a young age to 
assist them in learning. Think about 
what that does for any type of virtual 
existence. The real question is what 
connecting our minds directly to a net- 
worked, real-time virtual reality does to 
our concept of “reality.” Is reality truly 
rtual” anymore? 


Think of the games we would be able to 
play - - games that are so smart, games 
that can feel our thoughts and our feel- 
ings so well that they could react to 
them. To play a game and be in that 


epic space fight would not only look 
real, it would feel real, You would ex- 
perience the exhilaration of blowing up 
your opponent, and feel true fear 
knowing that you yourself may be van- 
quished. Would you really stay and 
fight them, or run? When we get to the 
point where we cannot differentiate 
between our real environment and our 
virtual one, do virtual environments 
then become real? 


Are we done with our little trek into a 
possible future of virtual reality? Not 
yet. So far, the premise of all this tech- 
nology revolving around us is that we 
will be living our lives in the future as 
we do today. We are born, we grow and 
we learn, we work, we love, we sacrifice 
and raise children, and eventually we 
die. But if we have computers that rival 
or exceed the human brain's capacity to 
hold thought, feelings, ideas and 
memories, and if we have the medical 
technology to tap into that electronic- 
ally, then what keeps us from moving 
our being from corporeal bodies to 
electronic minds? Could this be our 
dream of immortality instantiated? 
Think of the implications. If we move 
into an electronic world, are we still 
ourselves? If we give up our bodies for 
immortality, does our soul come with 
us? Does the inner essence of what 
makes us who we are follow us to the 
electronic realm, or are we merely elec- 
tronic copies of an entity that once ex- 
isted in a biological form that now 


exists in a permanent “virtual” reality? 


The future certainly holds wondrous 
marvels, This peek of mine into a pos- 
sible future is just that, a possibility. I 
avoided some of the scarier thoughts, 
such as what corporations or govern- 
ments could do if they had complete 
access to our minds. I hope that man- 
kind is intelligent enough to know that, 
above all, privacy is still the one funda- 
mental freedom humans must have to 
be considered human, The philosophy 
I've described here does have a utopian 
aspect to it, for sure, and with man- 
kind’s lust for power and wealth, we 
have some serious evolving left to do as 
a species - and we had better hurry. 
Technology is moving forward at an in- 
sane pace. The human race will need to 
learn how to use these advances for the 
betterment of humankind and not for 
the advancement of power and wealth 
for a few. The only other options we 
have are to reject our own technologic- 
al advancements and revert back to a 
simpler life, or to allow those in power 
to take us over completely and live to 
fulfill the dreams and desires of only 
the very powerful few. I hope, for our 
children’s sake, it is neither and that we 
have the fortitude and intelligence to 
embrace our technological marvels and 
use them wisely, virtually or otherwise. 
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RS ccs, 


we used to call you Iroquois 
and we never thought twice 


Now we are called les québécois 

because we are no longer les canadiens 

(les anglais now think they stole it from us, the name, but we gave it to them because 
they once had joined with us) 


they've now stolen almost everything from us, mes amis, mes patriotes 
les habitants are dead now, though they still haunt us 


i look out from Mount Royal and see the shimmering lights from the downtown 
towers and think to myself, is it true? 


am i living in an occupied land? 


all of my heroes and my family folklore? will it ever have a place in this "Canada" they 
have made? 


why is it our children are displaced and made to feel foolish for being different when 
we were here in this land for so long? 


les anglais sing Oh Canada! 
nous chantons Gens Du Pays and Vive l'‘Amour! 


A tear rolls slowly down from my eye, down my cheek 
and it falls into the St Laurent 

a hope lost 

and no sound for anyone to hear it 

only the street lights of Montreal notice in silence 

as i walk home crying 

ils se mit 4 pleurer pi vivons 1a la liberté 


cest' finis, mes amis 
astheure nous devon chanter nos chansons 


and we will become a divided people 

goodbye Canada! 

j suis PAS canadienne, mais j'suis québécoise astheure 

Ya bien du changement, c'est pas comme dans l'ancien temps 
(e'j' se mit 4 pleurer) 

pi vivon Ia la liberté 
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before, you can’t imagine how 

strong the urge is to expel the 
breathing tube any way you can. “He's 
becoming agitated. Increase the valium 
and if he doesn't calm down, restrain 
him. We can’t risk having to replace the 
tube if he dislodges it” I knew exactly 
where I was, but couldn't for the life of 
me remember why. “Seus sinais vitais 
nao sdo tao fortes como eu gostaria, the 
young PA informed the attending 
physician. My Portuguese is not great, 
but I understood enough to know it 
wasn't good. Your vitals wouldn't be in 
great shape either if you had all these 
tubes in you. 


I: you've never been on a ventilator 


Finally coherent enough to make sense 
of my surroundings, I do a quick sur- 
vey: middle-aged white male (looking 
younger than his 52 years, I might 
add); intubated; two IVs, one in the left 
forearm, one in the groin; one tube in- 
serted between the ribs on the left side 
(probably to drain the lung); heavy 
bandaging on the left side of the chest; 
pulse clip on the right index finger. 


Chris and Carla peer their heads 
around the drapes. “Are you sure we're 
not going to be in the way?” Carla asks 
the attending. “No, but I can’t have you 
stay long. He's extremely weak; 
however, I think seeing the two of you 
might have a therapeutic effect. He can 
hear you ... he’s alert. Five minutes 
only, please.” 


I can feel my heart begin to race and I 
toss my head back and forth, trying to 
get this damn tube out of my mouth so 
I can speak. “Nao Nao, vocé nao deve se 
movimentar muito!” The PA turns a 
dial and a pervasive sense of well-being 
begins to cover me like a soft blanket. 
She then proceeds to efficiently tie each 
of my wrists to the side railings of the 
bed. 


I can see the obvious look of alarm in 
Carla’s eyes, though she tries to hide it 
behind a broad smile. “You look pretty 
damn good to me right now, Mike. We 
haven't slept in three days waiting for 
you to open your eyes. I knew youd 
pull through, Mr. Tough Guy.” Carla 
squeezes my hand and wipes a tear 
away. “You scared me, Mike, and I 
don’t easily scare. Do you remember 
what happened?” I shake my head no. 


“Well, the arrow collapsed your lung, 
but at least it went clean through and 
didn't hit any arteries. You should have 
seen the size of it. We saved it for your 
mantle. The shaft must be six feet long. 
But it was tipped with some kind of 
poison, which the lab is still analyzing, 
and that’s what almost killed you. They 
think it might be curare, or some deriv- 
ative. They're still not sure. Do you re- 
member anything?” I shake my head 
no again. That explains my bandages 
and pulmonary tube. But what the hell 
-+. an arrow?? 


“Tm sorry, but I’m going to have to ask 
you to let him rest now...you can come 
back after rounds in the morn- 
ing...around 10:30. My advice to you 
would be to go home ... get some rest. 
He's not quite out of the woods yet, but 
youd be more useful to him tomorrow 
if you get some rest yourselves. I'll have 
my PA call you if anything changes.” 
The doctor pulls the curtains around 
me and I drift off. 


“This one’s on me!” Chris motions to 
the waitress for another pitcher of the 
local pale ale. The bar is so loud it’s 
hard to hear yourself think. “I'm telling 


you, there are only a few places left in 
the world that we haven't fucked up yet. 
Antarctica, parts of Papua New Guinea, 
the Javari in Brazil. The Javari....that’s 
where we need to go.” 


I look at Chris in wonderment. “What? 
So *we* can fuck it up? Let's go to Sicily 
instead. I hear it’s amazing there this 
time of year. And besides, do you really 
want to go into the Amazon? There're 
spiders there that eat small birds...My 
God! Okay, okay... I'm kidding” “Mike, 
s your idea to study the isolated 


he clinks his glass 
with Carla’s and mine and takes a long 


slug of ale. 


“We've talked about a trip to the Javari 
for long enough. Maybe we should go 
while we're still ambulatory - - and, 
more importantly, while we're still on 
National Geographic's good side. Their 
funding is coming under increased 
scrutiny. If they're still willing to send 
us, this might be our last, best chance 
to do something important. VIVA 
BRASIL!” We clink glasses again. VIVA 
BRASIL! 


Standing in front of my classroom, I'm 
oblivious to the sound of my chalk furi- 
ously banging on the chalkboard. Every 
“T’ that I dot sounds like a pistol shot. 
“And so Gaswami defined conscious- 


ness as ‘the agency that affects 
quantum objects to make their behavi- 
or sensible.’ By making the leap from a 
universe based on quantum particles to 
one based on consciousness, he hoped 
to reconcile some of the great para- 
doxes in physics. But to make sense of 
their behavior, we must observe it. And 
in the observing, we necessarily distort 
it. Remember our discussion last week 
about how even casting light on an ob- 
ject distorts it? After all, we're bom- 
barding it with photon wave packets in 
order to see it, aren't we? So I ask you 
.. Is it possible to observe phenomena 
in its pure state ... without the very act 
of observation distorting the object 
and, if you will, infecting it? Okay. 
That's all for today, but be prepared to 
discuss that “darn cat” on Thursday 
when we discuss what Schrodinger had 
to say on the subject” 


As I gather my papers and wipe the 
chalk off my fingers, Julie ... tall, svelte 
Julie ... comes up, holding an armful of 
textbooks, and looking every bit the in- 
quisitive young coed that makes being 
a college professor that much more en- 
joyable. “If it’s impossible to truly un- 
derstand phenomena in its pure state 
through observation, then why bother 
observing it at all? If the results are 
flawed, what's the point?” 


“Because it’s all we *can* do, Julie. We 
have to collapse the wave function in 
order to make sense of it. When we 


consciously see, consciousness col- 
lapses the quantum state. And that can 
only occur when awareness is present. 
Perhaps you need to consider whether 
anything has a “pure” state of existence, 
independent of observation ... the old 
“tree falling in the woods” parable. 


Its everything I can do to resist the 
urge to invite Julie back to my place to 
discuss the subject in greater detail 
over a nice bottle of Pinot, but I know 
my boundaries. “I’m afraid I must be 
running now, Julie. Drop by tomorrow 
morning during office hours if you 
want to follow up. Good questions. Bye 
now.’ And just like that, I scoop my 
materials into my briefcase and I 
scurry out the side door. 


The “travel doctor” was trying to scare 
the living Jesus out of me. “I recom- 
mend Hepatitis A for anyone traveling 
to the Amazon. If you're eating or 
drinking outside of major hotels and 
restaurants, you'll need typhoid shot. 
And you sure don’t want to get Yellow 
Fever - - it's in the area youre going to, 
so you'll need that as well. You were 
born after 1956, so you'll need a 
measles, mumps and rubella booster. If 
you haven't had a re-vaccination for 
tetanus in the past 10 years, you'll need 
that too. Oh, and I'll give you 
something for diarrhea and a prescrip- 
tion for Cipro to use prophylactically. 


And don't get bitten by a spider there. 
You know, some are so large, they actu- 
ally eat...” 


“I know. I know. Small birds ... Yes, 
please don’t remind me. And I defin- 
itely intend not to be bitten by one. I 
intend not to see or hear one either.” 
“Well, bon voyage, Mike. When are you 
leaving?” “In about two weeks. I'd send 
you a postcard, but I know people don't 
do that anymore. Thanks, doc.” 


I called Chris from the car. “I'm going 
to get sick from all the shots I got this 
afternoon. I just know it. My God! If I 
don’t come back, you can have my CD 
collection. Youd think we were going 
to Mars.” “We are in a sense. The Javari 
rain forest has the largest collection of 
“uncontacted” tribes in the world. 
There are at least eight “uncontacted” 
indigenous communities there, includ- 
ing the most mysterious one of all - - 
the “Flecheiros,” or the “Arrow People." 
Nate at Geographic has hooked us up 
with FUNAI (Fundagéo Nacional do 
Indio)’s elite unit, the Department of 
Isolated Indians. They're heading up 
our expedition. They've made it very 
clear that we are not to make any con- 
tact whatsoever with the Indians. Not 
only could it be very dangerous for us, 
but the tribes are highly susceptible to 
communicable diseases and to cultural 
dislocation brought about my any in- 
trusions from the outside. Carla has 
gathered all her camera gear and I’ve 


cleared everything with the 
Anthropology Department. Maybe 
with one good treatise, I can get ten- 
ured like you. What did you publish 
that got you tenured, anyway?” “Sch- 
rodinger’s Cat: To Be or Not To Be, if 
you really must know,’ and with that I 
hung up. 


“We're meeting our guide, Fabricio, at 
the airport when we arrive in Rio 
Branco. He'll take us by FUNAI to 
check in. Then we'll go straight to the 
hotel for an ice cold cerveja” “Erm ... I 
think we get in at 8:00 in the morning, 
Mike.’ “And your point is?” I said, grin- 
ning at Carla. She looked every bit the 
pro photographer she is. I think 
someone of her caliber is what sealed 
the grant from National Geographic. 
They want the visuals as much as any- 
thing. And the work she did on the Ser- 
engeti was mind blowing. “You need to 
loosen up a little, Carla...You’re too 
tight,’ I said as I pressed my thumbs 
into her shoulder muscles. 


Logan International was packed for 
some reason. I produced tickets and 
passports to the lady at the counter. 
“Three to Sao Paulo, with a connecting 
flight to Rio Branco. We're checking six 
bags in all. Will the bags continue 
through directly to Rio Branco? Great.” 
I gathered up the boarding passes and 
we headed to the gate. Sometimes the 


longer the flight, the faster the time 
goes. With a movie, a meal and fresh 
baked chocolate chip cookies, the time 
passes surprisingly quickly. “Please re- 
turn your seats to the full upright posi- 
tion. Attendants, please prepare for 
landing” Wheels touched down at 7:50 
a.m. Just in time for a cold one. 


“Bom dia a todos. Bem-vindo ao Brasil. 
Good morning. Welcome to Brazil! I 
am Fabricio and I'll be coordinating 
our travel to Rio Branco. Please call me 
Fabi. I'll be coming with you and will 
get you situated at your hotel there. 
We'll be stopping by to get your papers 
and expedition packages at FUNAI. 
You won't have a great deal of time, 
however. Your boat leaves for the head- 
waters at 3:00 this afternoon. The ter- 
ritory is overseen by the Javari Valley 


Ethno-Environmental Protection Fund, 
part of the Department of Isolated In- 
dians. They'll be in charge of the actual 
expedition. Your group leader is Gust- 
avo. He’s the best and most knowledge- 
able. You caught a break there. Please 
come with me.’ Fabi expedites us 
through customs and gets us on the 
connecting flight with 
J only moments to 
spare. Wedd have nev- 
‘er made it without 
him. 


Just a short cab ride 
to FUNATS 
headquarters in Rio 
Branco, we leave our 
bags in the van and 
- step inside to a dull, 
bureaucratic looking 
mix of offices and 
workstations. | Maps 
line the walls every- 
where, with — large 
photos of the “uncontacted.” A tall, 
white man with curly gray hair comes 
out from his office to meet us. “Wel- 
come. I am Gustavo. I am the project 
coordinator to the DII and will be in 
charge of your expedition up the Vale 
do Jovari and responsible for your 
safety. You have previously had an op- 
portunity to review these materials, I’m 
sure, but I do want to make a few 
things quite clear. For your own safety 
and for the safety of the “uncontacted,” 
we must insist that you not approach 


any tribespeople any closer than 200 
meters. You will be camouflaged and 
the objective here is for you to observe 
them, but not to disturb them. 


Hopefully, they will be unaware of your 
presence; however, this is not always 
possible. Incidental contact sometimes 
cannot be avoided. Remember, the ob- 
jective is for you to observe from a di: 
tance and not interfere with the purity 
of the “uncontacted” The Hi-Merima 
tribe is active here, and they have had 
some considerable contact with us be- 
fore, But there are other “uncontacted” 
who have never seen anyone like you 
before, and they sometimes act unpre- 
dictably. Especially the Flecheiros. Some 
of them have been known to become 
violent when confronted, not because 
they are aggressive people but probably 
out of fear. So, with that said, let’s get 
started.” 


I swat at the mosquitos swarming near 
the banks of the Itaquai River, our long, 
needle-nosed canoes cutting through 
the water, their noisy motors pushing 
them along at a good clip. To say the 
heat is oppressive is an understatement. 
Makes Houston on a sticky, humid day 
seem downright tolerable. Carla climbs 
out of the boat and takes care with her 
tripod and two camera bags. Can't have 
them slipping into the river. Chris is 
last to get out, scouring the canoe for 


any forgotten items. Our two guides 
lead us into an overgrown part of the 
jungle, spying a path only locals could 
see. It's all hand motions from this 
point on. One guide rhythmically hacks 
at the bamboo with his machete clear- 
ing the way. Snicker snack. Gustavo 
holds us up and listens, and then waves 
us forward. The only sound in the thick 
air is the cut of the blades and some 
small birds. Some juvenile monkeys 
howl in the distance. 


When we emerge into a clearing, Carla 
points to a small rise where she hopes 
to get some shots. Chris stays with 
Gustavo in favor of a blind on the left. I 
choose a thicker area to the right. The 
birds are quiet now. Everything is still. I 
circle further East toward an opening 
in the bush. The adrenaline is kicking 
in now as I get my first glimpse of two 
thatched-roof dwellings and the mak- 
ings of a small village on the other side. 
Two naked women with bowl-cut black 
hair, one young with a baby on her hip, 
and one older and heavier, her pendu- 
lous breasts sagging to her sides, come 
into view. The top halves of both their 
faces are smeared with a translucent 
red pigment. I could make out several 
boys and two old men crouching by a 
log, smoking. Another woman gathers 
up something drying on a line. The 
men get up, but before they leave, they 
gather around a large wooden vessel 
and drink from it using small gourds. 
“Carla’s got to be getting this. I can 


make out several large spears and a few 
bows leaning against one of the huts. 
Were these the feared Flecheiros who 
had a reputation for unprovoked fero- 
city, or some other more docile tribe 
here in the isolation of the headwaters 
of the Itaquai? Either way, they've 
doubtless been here since before the 
collapse of the rubber boom. 


I shift my weight and loudly snap a 
dead bamboo 
shaft. One of the 
boys looks up in 
my direction. 
Oh, God. I hold 
my breath. 
Everything is still 
again. I can hear 
my own_ heart- 
beat pounding in 
my ears. Sud- 
denly, a Por- 
tuguese javali, or 
peccary, crashes 
through the 
dense brush and takes off the instant he 
sees me. I hear more rustling. The birds 
have gone silent again. 


Are we so sure we want to preserve the 
primitiveness of these indigenous cul- 
tures? Surely their lives are hard and 
short, facing possible extinction from 
disease, no sense of history, no idea 
perhaps that there even is a world out- 
side of theirs. Is it even moral to pre- 
serve these tribes? Or would we, as 


many anthropologists suggest, destroy 
them by trying to “save” them? My 
mind was so flooded with these ideas 
that I probably never heard the whist- 
ling of the long shaft of the Flecheiros 
arrow. 


The pulmonary specialist removes my 
breathing tube early in the morning 
when he is satisfied my weakened lungs 
can function on 
their own. As 
ice chips in 
apple juice are 
fed to me by 
one of the 
nurses, I find 
that I can speak 
quite easily, al- 
though 
hoarsely. “I 
can't tell you 
what relief I 
feel without 
that damn tube 
down my throat,’ I blurt out. The at- 
tending walks in with a cadre of fresh- 
faced interns. “Well, we're looking a lot 
better this morning,” he says, giving my 
readings a cursory review. 


“The toxology panels came back this 
morning. The poison you've been 
struggling with is a rare form of curare 
called “calebas curare,’ whose main tox- 
ins are Alloferine and Toxiferine. It's a 


paralyzing poison used by many of the 
indigenous people in the Javari for 
hunting. It causes asphyxiation because 
it renders your respiratory muscles un- 
able to contract. You're very lucky to be 
alive, my friend. Had you been alone, 
you wouldn't have made it, but quick 
thinking on your guide's part saved 
your life. Mouth-to-mouth resuscita- 
tion is the only effective way to main- 
tain your respiration in — such 
circumstances, until the poison runs its 
course, which in your case was about 
30 minutes. Oh, you have some visit- 
ors, I see. Well, I'm pleased with how 
you're doing. Try to get some rest” The 
doctor shakes my hand and the team 
quickly makes its way to the next room. 


Carla and Chris poke their heads 
around the drapes surrounding my 
bed. “We thought you might like to see 
some of these,” pulling out some glossy 
8x10s from a black folder. Tears begin 
to fill my eyes as I take in Carla’s mas- 
terful work. Sunlight filtering through 


the jungle vines, there are a dozen of 
the most exquisite photographs of the 
Flecheiros. “Oh, and I think you might 
want to keep this as a souvenir” From 
behind the curtain Chris produces a six 
foot-long arrow, the tip being a good 12 
inches, with tight feathers at the other 
end, It’s quite amazing to behold, if just 
as a piece of sculpture. “And here’s a 
little note that one of your students 
wanted us to pass along to you.” 


I open the folded white paper and read 
the handwritten note: 


“The universe becomes manifest only 
when observed by conscious beings” 
We all look forward to observing you 
in class very soon. Get well, pro- 
or. We're all pulling for you. Julie 


PS. The cat live: 


a monthly advice column by 
Gudrun Gausman 


Dear Gudrun ~ 


At age 19, I enlisted in the British Navy. During my travels at sea, I learned 
everything there was to know about sailing, and also about the lore of the free- 
lance sailor and pirate. Later I met a tattoo artist from Chicago, and I learned 
how to use a tattoo machine. I practiced on drunks brought in from the docks. 
Honing my skills down on the Gulf Coast, I made a lot of money and I bought a 
boat. I remain a sailor today, Though a tattoo artist, I was also skipper of a large 
three-masted schooner in which I conduct tours of the Caribbean islands where 
I live. 


Tam also an avid fan of Second Life. Whenever possible, I join the fun, dancing 
and hoping for the occasional sea chanty and willing maiden. I especially enjoy 
regaling the landbound beauties with stories of the sea. I also enjoy torturing 
vacationing couples with implications that, because of the sultry native atmo- 
sphere, one or the other of the spouses has been unfaithful. 


So, for most of my life I have been a sailor. As such, starting with the British 
Navy, I have routinely put away two pints of rum (nothing special, just 80 proof) 
per day. Lately, my stamina has not been what it used to be. But I'm thinking of 
trying 100 proof rum. Am I in trouble? 

Please help, 

BLOODYHELLICANTKEEP Drinking 


Dear Drinking: 


First of all, let me be very clear: If alco- 
hol causes you ANY problems in Real 
Life, whether with your job, your fam- 
ily, or anything else, stay away from it. 
This is something that varies enorm- 
ously with individual people. Base your 
actions upon your own unique experi- 
ence (or lack thereof). 


For some reason, your name conjures 
up Johnny Depp. Johnny Depp is an 
actor who joins my Top 10 list of actors 
who look like they smell bad. And he 
should... He rolls his own and gets fall- 
ing-down drunk. People like that rarely 
bathe, even if they own beautiful white 
cats. Of course, he lives in France, so... 
(FYI - In my youth, I had Robert 
Mitchum on this list. He was much less 
disheveled in appearance than Johnny 
Depp, but lo and behold, Revlon intro- 
duced a deodorant named after him in 
1970! Take me to the racetrack, LOL!) 
Anyway, if you smell or look like 
Johnny Depp, read no further. YOU 
HAVE A PROBLEM. 


Nevertheless, despite its negative asso- 
ciations, alcohol has been used by hu- 
man beings for over 8,000 years. It is 
basically a mood altering recreational 
drug, and the most popular one. 
Ninety percent of Western populations 
have experienced it. 


Alcohol is legal, which means that it is 


available for those adults who want it 
(and non-adults who may conspire to 
get it). And it is part and parcel of 
many social functions: dinners, sport- 
ing events, birthdays, weddings, funer- 
als, and parties of every kind. Besides 
this, getting drunk is considered a rite 
of passage for many young people, and 
is an approved form of recreation in 
the armed forces. 


In Second Life, even more than in Real 
Life, alcohol can be the lubricant that 
makes you socially successful. There 
are, of course, the drinking anims, and 
beverage choice clearly identifies you to 
the class-conscious among your fellow 
avis. But chances are you are “having a 
few” in RL while you are in-world. Al- 
cohol consumption while engaged in 
SL (I dislike the phrase "playing SL") 
can improve your experience im- 
mensely: 


It decreases judgment and_ thinking 
ability, including decisions and con- 
sequences. This can be a huge plus. For 
example, not thinking about con- 
sequences of actions or words, acting 
on impulse, missing social cues, and 
losing awareness of how your behavior 
impacts others, can make you a spon- 
taneous and fun person, allowing oth- 
ers to serendipitously discover the 
many and varied aspects of your per- 
sonality. 


It slows your overall thinking process 


and decreases concentration and focus. 
This is not bad. There is new research 
that indicates that this IMPROVES 
your performance in games such as 
Zyngo. Zyngo is a major source of rey- 
enue for ALL involved in SL, possibly 
the only thing that keeps the whole 
shebang afloat. 


Some people drink in an attempt to as- 
suage personal problems or bridge per- 
ceived gaps in their lives. They 
consume alcohol to ‘stun’ themselves 
and avoid the pain of their situation. 
Family problems, bullying, violence, di- 
vorce, low self-esteem, health prob- 
lems, unemployment, and financial 


It decreases judgment and thinking 
ability ... this can be a huge plus. 


It decreases awareness of surroundings, 
which means you needn't worry about 
mesh, disappearing scenery, etc. YOU 
COULD CARE LESS! 


It decreases inhibitions. THIS can lead 
to risky behavior by giving signals we 
don’t mean, invading others’ space, in- 
creased touching, increased personal 
disclosure, increased focus on obtain- 
ing pleasure, promiscuous sex. 
Ummm... This is what SL is all about, 
right?? 


It also increases aggressiveness and/or 
seductive behavior, and facilitates se- 
lective communication, both very valu- 
able in SL. If you haven't gotten into 
trouble yet, there you go! 


There are psychological 
nings: 


underpin- 


stress can all be reasons for using alco- 
hol as an escape mechanism. 


For others, the reasons for alcohol use 
need not be negative. Dependence can 
develop when the positive effects of al- 
cohol (relaxation, confidence, enjoy- 
ment of food) become important in the 
pursuit of activities. Combined with 
personal triggers, activities such as at- 
tending sporting events, hanging out 
with friends, or a luxurious dinner, can 
increase the possibility of becoming de- 
pendent. 


Whatever their reasons for drinking, as 
a person drinks more, he or she devel- 
ops a tolerance for the effects of alco- 
hol. This means drinking — large 
amounts to achieve the same effects 
formerly obtained by drinking far less. 
The acquisition and ingestion of large 
amounts of alcohol can assume an im- 
portant place in the person's life, con- 


suming large amounts of money, dis- 
placing friends and family, and under- 


mining their careers and _ other 
endeavors. 
Take the AUDIT Test 


It appears to me that drinking is heav- 
ily associated with Second Life. This is 
the Alcohol Use Disorders Identifica- 
tion Test (AUDIT). It is presented here 
as a public service. The points that are 
associated with each answer are listed 
below. Keep track of your points as you 
take this assessment. 


1. How often do you have a drink con- 
taining alcohol? 


(0) Never (Skip to Questions 9-10, or 
skip them all) 

(1) Monthly or less 

(2) 2 to 4 times a month 

(3) 2 to 3 times a week 

(4) 4 or more times a week 


2. How many drinks containing alcohol 
do you have on a typical day when you 
are drinking? 


(0) lor2 

(1) 30r4 

(2) 50r6 

(3) 7, 8, or 9 
(4) 10 or more 


3. How often do you have six or more 
drinks on one occasion? 


(0) Never 

(1) Less than monthly 
(2) Monthly 

(3) Weekly 

(4) Daily or almost daily 


4. How often during the last year have 
you found that you were not able to stop 
drinking once you had started? 


(0) Never 

(1) Less than monthly 
(2) Monthly 

(3) Weekly 

(4) Daily or almost daily 


5. How often during the last year have 
you failed to do what was normally ex- 
pected from you because of drinking? 


(0) Never 

(1) Less than monthly 
(2) Monthly 

(3) Weekly 

(4) Daily or almost daily 


6. How often during the last year have 
you been unable to remember what 
happened the night before because you 
had been drinking? 


(0) Never 

(1) Less than monthly 
(2) Monthly 

(3) Weekly 

(4) Daily or almost daily 


7. How often during the last year have 


you needed an alcoholic drink first thing 
in the morning to get yourself going after 
a night of heavy drinking? 


(0) Never 
(1) Less than monthly 
(2) Monthly 

(3) Weekly 

(4) Daily or almost daily 


8. How often during the last year have 
you had a feeling of guilt or remorse 
after drinking? 


(0) Never 
(1) Less than monthly 
(2) Monthly 

(3) Weekly 

(4) Daily or almost daily 


9. Have you or someone else been in- 
jured as a result of your drinking? 


(0) No 
(2) Yes, but not in the last year 
(4) Yes, during the last year 


10. Has a relative, friend, doctor, or an- 
other health professional expressed con- 
cern about your drinking or suggested 
you cut down? 


(0) No 
(2) Yes, but not in the last year 
(4) Yes, during the last year 


Add up the points associated with your 
answers above. A total score of 8 or 


more indicates harmful drinking beha- 
vior. See your doctor. 


In my humble opinion, you need an- 
swer only the first three questions, and 


you're done... LOL. 


TC ~ Gudrun 


d | feel my back het | 1 abacus. 
| have done nothing but send a shiver through the foundation, 
this heavy love | can not lift to deliver 

wishing for the uncommon strength of strangers lifting cars 
off twisted arms and bicycles 


Until, slightly bowed | notice an open window 

and decide, that what | can not lift 

| will live in until someone tries to lift it for me 

then notices the white curtain fluttering like a flag of surrender, 


climbs in and joins me. 
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